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[ Silver's herd 
is threatened by 
'Fire in Wild Horse Valley"! 
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"WHEN I THINK OF THE LONG 
HISTORY OF THE TEXAS RANGERS 
fT MAKES ME PROUD TO HAVE 
BEEN ONE OF THEM . WHILE 
'TEXAS WAS STILL A PA XT OF MEXICO, 
THE FEW WIDELY SCATTERED SETTLERS 
LIVED IN CONSTANT FEAR OF INDIAN RAIDS. 
IN I8Z3, THE TEXAS RANGERS WERE 
FOUNDED TO PROTECT THE COLONISTS. 



"THE HONEST AND FEARLESS RANGERS 
SOON WEPE ROUTING CATTLE THIEVES, 
STAGE ROBBERS AND BORDER BANDITS AND 
TALES OF THEIR BRAVE EXPLOITS SPREAD... 





"Pursuing stolen cattle in i?7S, captain 
m'nelly led a few rangers into mexico, 
outnumbered and fighting on unfriendly 
soil, he regained the animals he had 

COME FOR. 



"IT TOOK ONLY ONE TEXAS RANGER, LIEUTENANT 
JOHN 8- ARMSTRONG TO TRACK THE FEARED 
GUNFIGHTER, JOHN HARO/N TO FLORIDA AND 
CAPTURE HIM SINGLE-HANDED: 





"in the beginning, texas rangers 
traveled /n Groups to the scene of 
trouble , but now single rangers are 
matched against a sang oftroi/8le- 

MARERS." 
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you know what rrs ' 

ABOUT— SOMEONE'S BEEN 

RUNNING OFF My HORSES! 

LAST NIGHT, FOR THE SECOND 

TIME IN A WEEK, I FOUND 

AAV CORRAL GATE 

SMASHED AND TWO 

MARES GONE 1 






rOU CAN'T SPOIL A X — : NO ONE IS 
NATURAL WILPERNESS ) STOPPING ME! 
ON THE SLIGHT ' _/^ UNPEF?STANP?^ 
CHANCE — 




THEN RfPE OFF ANP FORGET 
ABOUT SETTING WILD HORSE 
VALLEY ON FIRE! 1 AM 
CERTAIN VOUR RAIPER 
IS NOT IN THERE ! TONTO 
ANP I WILL BE ON THE 
LOOKOUT FOR HIM ! 




I'LL LEAP MY MEN OUT 

THE BARN'S BACK POOR 

THE KIP WILL NEVER 

SPOT US ANP WE'LL 

8£ AT THAT VALLEY 

BEFORE THE 

MASKED MAN 

KNOWS IT ' 





WE MUST STOP IT 
BEFORE IT SPREADS--- 
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THE APPALOOSA RAIDER! \ 

ANP HE IS HEAPING STRAIGHT 
FOR HUNTLVS RANCH, 
WHERE PAN MUST 
STILL BE ! 




^*~ ~^-\/ IF * vo , W ' L P HORSE 

A YOU GO BACK ^\ VALLEY BURNS — IF 
V TD HELP PAN? jr DON'T, THERE IS 

\^. .--< NO TELLING WHAT 

,~. " \l \ MIGHT HAPPEN WHEN 
gflfl ■fehl \ THE RAJPEt? COMES 
>9k^ \ UPON DAN 1' 
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TO PUT OUT THAT FIRE, > 

IT WILL TAKE TWO OF US 

— ONE TO COVER THE 

OTHER, WHILE HE 

FIGHTS THE FIRE ! 





f HUNTLY, LISTEN TO ME! JUST 
AFTER YOU STARTED THE FIRE, 
TONTO AND I SAW THE RAIDER 
THE APPALOOSA WAS /YOU'RE 

HEADING FOR YOUR /TRYING 

RANCH ! ^S\ TO TRICK 

ME! 
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SUT SUDDENLY, THE THUNDEt? Of PAC/M1 
HOOFS SOUNDS, AS SILVER CHANGES... 






WE'RE COVERING YOU AND 
WE'RE GOING TO SHOOT 
YOU BECAUSE yOU RAN 
OFF THIRTY SPARE HORSES! 
WITHOUT THOSE HORSES FOR 
US TO CHANGE OFF ON DURING 
THE PAY, OUR TRAIL DRIVE 
ENPS HERE AND TWO 
RANCHES IN TEXAS 
FOLD VPl 




\ THAT MASK SAYS 

I DIFFERENTJ NOW ARE 

YOU GOING TO TELL US 

WHERE YOU HiD THE 

MOUNTS OR DO WE 

HAVE TO MAK£ 

YOU TALK ? 





THEY WIIX CHASE US. BUT THEy WILL NOT 
CATCH UP "TO US! WE WILL BE MOUNTED 
ON HORSES THAT ACE IN GOOP SHAPE 
BECAUSE THEY WERE 
PEP GRAIN ALL WINTER! A DISMOUNT; 
THE INPIAN HORSES I BOYS! WE'RE 

ARE STILL HALF -STARVED / CRAWLING 
FROM A SEAINLESS 
WINTER 





TRAVELING EASTWARD ACROSS SOUTHERN NEW MEXICO'S DESERT, 
THE TWO FAR-RANGING MANDAN YOUTHS ARE LOOKING FOR THE 
MISSISSIPPI, DOWN WHICH THEY ONCE VOYAGED TO THE GULF . 




AT LEAST IT IS WE Tf 
MY MOUTH HAS SEEN DRY 
SINCE YESTERDAYWh 

WE EMPTIED OUR WA' 
GOURDS 




TIE YOUR BOW AND ARROWS ON 
YOUR HEAD, AND COME ON, LITTLE BUCK ! 
EVEN TUMBLEWEED CAN SWIM THAT FAR: / 







^YOUNG HAWK • I DON'T ^^ 
SEE TUMBLEWEEDr -PERHAPS^ 

iHEGOTHOOKEDf J~T^.\': 


asBr save your y>- 

?T7 SREATH AND SWIM? ) 
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THE NEXT PAX LATEIH THE AFTESKOON - - 





NOT LONG AFTER DARK, THE STORM IS OVER AND THE MOON 
SHINES WHITELT DOWN ON THE SLEEPING.EXHAUSTED 
YOUTHS. 
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When the sheriff's posse rode in af 
Lafe Holden's desert shack, they found 
him panning gold. Lafe had spent the big- 
gest part of his life in this wasteland. He 
hod never found much gold, though he 
had criss-crossed the dry badlands until 
he knew it like a book. 

"We're looking for Scar Mabry," the 
sheriff told Lafe. "He crashed out of jail 
and headed this way. Aiming for the bor- 
der, we figure, to hole up in Mexico. A 
killer, he is. Ugly hombre . . . plenty big 
. . . scar across the left cheek . . ." 

"Didn't see him," Lafe returned, feel- 
ing glad he hadn't. Disappointed, the 
sheriff waved his posse away. 

Several hours later, Lafe looked up 
from his panning — straight down the un- 
wavering barrel of a six-gun. The cold- 
eyed man behind the gun was ugly . . . 
big ... a scar across his left cheek. Lafe 
felt his heart turn to lead. 

"I just want one thing from you," Scar 
Mabry growled. "Guide me through this 
sun -blasted desert. Rocks and cactus, 
sand and dunes — it all looks the same to 
me. I'd get lost alone. Get me to the bor- 
der." 

"And — and if I don't?" ventured Lafe, 

"Then you feed the buzzards now . . . 
instead of later, after you guide me over 
the desert. It's your move!" 

But like all others, Lafe wanted to cling 
to life as long as he could. What could 
he do but obey? 

Before they left, Scar did something in 
keeping with his killer instincts. He took 
Lafe's own shotgun and rigged it up in- 
side the cabin, so that whoever opened 
the door from outside would get a mur- 



derous charge of buckshot at poimblank 
range. 

"Now," he gloated, "the sheriff that 
was chasing me has got to come back this 
same way. When he does and opens your 
door, the string I fixed pulls the trigger of 
your coyote-blaster. Guess what happens 
to the sheriff?" 

Lafe winced, not daring to think of it. 
His own cabin would become a death- 
trap for the sheriff. 

All day Lafe plodded through the blis- 
tering desert, with Scar Mabry's six-gun 
at his back, urging him on faster. The sky 
was a copper bow! turned upside down. 
The sun was molten gold pouring from it. 
Heat even came up through the sand into 
their boots. Sweat stung their eyes and 
blurred vision. e 

Lafe didn't mind il too. much. He was 
used to it, from endless prospecting for- 
ays through this patch of infernal regions. 
Scar Mabry took it harder, but. drove him- 
self on relentlessly. "All looks the same to 
me," he grunted at midday. "Are you sure 
you're going the right way? Any tricks and 
you stay here, frying in the sun . . . un- 
derstand?" 

"I — I understand," quavered Lafe. 
"Don't worry that I'll cross you and die 
. . . uh . . . ahead of time. Along about 
sundown, we'll come to an ofd deserted 
shack. There's water there." 

Lafe was as good as his word. The 
shack came into view, looking like a nat- 
ural part of the dry wastelands. Lafe 
staggered ahead to open the door, ea- 
9»rly. 

"Stop," hissed Scar Mabry, suspi- 
ciously. "Might be a gun cached in there 
that you know about. You don't get in 
ahead of me." 

Opening the door. Scar's voice was 
drowned out by the boom of the shotgun 
that went off . . . 

Lafe explained to the sheriff the next 
day. "The desert was all the same to 
Scar. I led him in a big circle . . . right 
back into his own shotgun trap that he 
had laid for you." He put the shotgun 
back on wall pegs. "Reckon you might 
say," he mused, "that Scar was killed by 
a boomerang . . " 
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THE RACING OR ENGLISH SADDLE /SRIDDEN 
WITH SHORT STIRRUPS. WITH KNEES GRIPPING 
A MOUNT UP HIGH, THIS SADDLE HELPS A 
RIPER IN A RACE Of? OVER A JUMP. 



"THE FAVORITE OF THE COWHANDS IS WE • 
MEXICAN STOCK SADDLE. THE STIRRUPS ARE 
NOT AS LONG AS THE SPANISH NORAS 
. SHORT AS WE 
ENGLISH. 





"TAPIDEffOS ARE COVERED STIRRUPS. IN COLD 
WEATHER, FEET ARE KEPT WARM WITH FLEECE 
LININGS AND FOR PARADING, THE TOOLED LEATHER 

MAY REACH ALMOST TO THE GROUND- 



"fNSTEAD OP PUTTING HIS FEET IN STIRRUPS, THE 
INDIAN CATCHES ONE LEG THROUGH A RAWHIDE 
ROPE TIED AROUND HIS MOUNT. WITH THIS SADDLE \ 
AND STIRRUP COMBINATION, THE INDIAN RIDES ALL j 
OVER HIS MOUNT AND ALWAYS TAVES TO FIGHT 
WHILE KEEPING OUT OF RANGE OF HIS ENEMIES' 
<^y> . , WEAPONS." 




DELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS 



FREE BALL POINT PEN 

with each subscription 
to Lone Ranger Comics! 




Here's your chance to get one of these 
good -bolting Dell Comic Club Ball Point Pens. 
Just order your subscription to Lone Ronger 
Comics . . . Only $1 .20 for 1 2 exciting issues. 
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Ronger Comics, you never miss on issue because 
the moilman brings your copies right to your 
home. The Boll Point Pen you get FREE. 

Clip the coupon and send your order today. 
If you are already a subscriber, we'll start your 
new subscription when your present one expires. 
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is, and always 
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m emcrtninment. The Deli code rlimi- 

ilfc nates entirely, rather than regulates, 

'M objectionable material That* why 

SjJtji when ynur child buys n Didl Comic 

jjtj you can be sure it contains only good 

>]£ it our only credo and constant goal. 

M 



Moil To: DELL PUBLISHING CO., INC. DEPT. 9LR 

321 W. 44th St., New York 36, N. Y. 
Please enter subscription to The Lone Ronger. Include 
special after of FREE Boll Point Pen ond Dell Comics 
Club Membership Certificate. 
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DON'T GET HURT j I BE SMART-PLAY SAFE 




ALWAYS ride on right side of roadway. 
ALWAYS look carefully when approaching 
an intersection. 



' "passengers" on your bike. 
;o fast you may lose your bal- 
jnable to stop quickly. 
R ride with bad brakes or tires. 



ALWAYS s 

both hands 


gnal before turning but keep 
on handle-bars when you turn. 


ALWAYS k 


ow and obey the traffic laws. 


ALWAYS w 


ear white when it gets dark, and 



* bright headlight and red, n 




here's another smart idea... 
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Remind your Mom that swell-tdsting Juicy Fruit Gum 
(•*\ is a healthful treat that won't spoil your 



appetite. A* her to get some /**£«« US^/ T 

<*i I ami keep plenty on hand ! ( / VOK»* «»*>* 
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